Raleigh

Ben touched my arm,

" Look there," he said, pointing up stream

The moon

Glanced on a cluster of pikes, like silver thorns,
Three hundred yards away, a little troop
Of weaponed men, embarking hurriedly.
Their great black wherry clumsily swung about,
Then, with twelve oars for legs, came striding down.
An arrnouied beetle on the glittering trail
Of some small victim.

Just below our wharf
A little dinghy waddled,
Ben cut the painter, and without one word
Drew her up crackling thro' the lapping water,
Motioned me to the tiller, thrust her off,
And, pulling with one oar, backing with the other,
Swirled her round and down, hard on the track
Of Raleigh.

Ben was an old man now, but tough,
O tough as a buccaneer.   We distanced them,
His oar-blades drove the silver boiling back.
By Broken Wharf the beetle was a speck.
It  dwindled by  Queen  Hythe   and   the Three

Cranes.

By Beliyn's Gate we had left it out of sight.
By Custom House and Galley Keye we shot
Thro1 silver all the way, without one glimpse
Of Raleigh.   Then a dreadful shadow fell,
And over us the Tower of London rose
Like ebony; and on the glittering reach
Beyond it, I could see the small black cloud
That earned the great old seamen slowly down
Between the dark shores whence in happier years
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